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TALES OF THE ‘DRAMA, 
BY AN OLD STAGEBR. 
No. IJ].—_THE STROLLER’S TALE. 


Time rolled on—and days, and months, 
and years, in quick succeeding course flew 
swiftly by. The sun rose and set. The 
shining light of glowing day gave place to 
the sombre gloom of silent night; and the 
indelible marks of feeble age were the sole 
tokens of the years that so quickly and so 
quietly had passed away. Yet the still hand 
of time was its great wonders secretly work- 
ing. The young were growing old, and the 
old and feeble older, and yet more feeble 
than before; the gay were growing grave, 
and some grave in youth became merry in 
their age. My locks once, in boyhood, jet 
as the raven’s hue, now grown grizly and 
grey, and wrinkles crept into my brow, 
which never were there before. Still, still, 
spite all the changes time’s mighty hand 
could effect, or power influence, the memory 
of that night—that night which, with its 
biting chill had robbed the poor poverty- 
stricken wretch of his life, the only treasure 
which he possessed,—that night, with its 





sorrowful and silent tale of horror, remained 
fixed in my memory, graven there in charac- 
ters more lasting than the sculptor’s hand 
could ever carve, and only to be effaced 
when death should snap the cord of anima- 
tion. The small sealed packet which in his 
dying moments he had thrust into my hand, 
I still preserved, but, by some strange fa- 
tality, had never opened, however my curio- 
sity might have tempted me so todo. I 
kept and treasured it, even as the greedy 
miser brooding over his gold and jewels ; 
and with a respect for the giver, determined 
ever to preserve it with the same religious 
awe, But on one stormy night, when the 
snow and wind reminded me of that event- 
ful scene, urged by some secret whisper, I 
broke the seals, and found that a manu- 
script, hurriedly and irregularly written, 
was contained init, With avidity of de- 
light I read as follows : 
. * * * 

“ Alas, reader, if you do think in these 
few pages here to find aught that will make 
you gay, or thoughtless of life’s cares—if 
you think that herc some merry jest, or 
cheering joke, will bid you laugh and bury 
in forgetfulness thoughts of melancholy-- 
turn, turn away, for alas! rather will these 
lines draw from a pitying heart the briny 
tear of sweet compassion for my sufferings, 
and commiseration for my wrongs, than aid 
in driving sorrow from your mind, 

“Yet stay, O stay, and glance over my 
strange tale, if you have a heart open to 












































































nannies I 





























354 


generous feelings, and will not scorn and 
mock like too many I have met in this 
sad world, the story of my woes, and heaven 
bless your fate, and ward from your life the 
sufferings I have endured. 

“J am a strolling-player, or rather was 
one, for time and disease have of late inca- 
pacitated me. I was, then, one of the fra- 
ternity who wander up and down and pick 
up a precarious existence by casual per- 
formances at fairs and village merrymak- 
ings. Yet was I born to better things; to 
how much happier prospects, alas, alas! 
how by brain whirls with frenzied horror 
and bitter anguish, when I take a retro- 
spective glance at what 1 have passed 





through ; what pain I have suffered, and 
how much I have caused. Oh! 1 shall go 
mad, mad, mad! already maniac fires seem 
to consume my breath. Yes, yes, | am mad ! 
a wretched senseless madman !” 

Here the manuscript became perfectly 
illegible, and some struggle of conflicting 
feelings seemed to have bereft, for a period, 
the unhappy writer of his reason. After 
some few lines the writing became more dis- 
tinct, and thus continued : 

“ Disobedience, that hideous bane of 
mortals, and when in a child’s breath shown 
how much more hideous! proved my curse, 
my torment all through life, and in my 
death will still hover round, and my last 
moments torturing haunt. My father was 
poor, yet rich, so far that he possessed every 
joy a comfortable home could give. My 
mother loved him dearly, and her virtues 
were her only nuptial dower. A clandes- 
tine marriage had united them. Yeta stern 
father, looking on her husband’s poverty as 
some foul spot of black dishonour or base 
crime, regardless of the love that bound 
their hearts together, wild with passion, pro- 

nounced his malediction on the head that 
sought from his hands a father’s blessing 
and forgiveness. Cruel, hard-hearted man, 
why not forgive a deed which never could 
be undone. Surely he did not calculate the 
weight with which the blow would fall on 
her frail, gentle, loving spirit. My poor 
dear mother! methinds I see her now; her 
mild blue eyes and silken lashes, on which 
hung pendant the glistening tear—her pale 
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crime! can it be acrime to love one who so 
ardently returns that passion?—she had 
committed against filial obedience. And 
that I, her son, her only child, should be the 
instrument of her punishment, in letting 
her know the pangs a child’s disobedience 
can inflict on a parent’s love. But to my 
tale. At an evil hour my folly tempted me 
to quit my father’s house, the home of my 
childhood, the place of my birth, and that 
happy home, my loving parents ’love and 
too great fonduess, to barter fora precarious 
existence, and to lead a vagabond life as a 
roving player. Oh, would I could reeall 
those ill-spent squandered yerrs, which saw 
me on the road to manhood. But what is 
once done never can be reclaimed. 
(To be continued ). 


THE DRAMA. 


—>— 
DRURY LANE. 

On Monday, the admired opera of the 
“Somnambula” was performed in a man- 
ner that did great credit to the principal 
artists engaged in it. Mr. Allen who ap- 
peared for the first time in the character of 
Elvino, exerted himself beyond our expect- 
ations; he sang the music beautifully, and 
his acting was beyond all praise, a proof of 
which, the audience applauded him in the 
most vehement manner. Miss Romer was, 
as usual, at times excellent, and at others 
rather tame, we think this lady was not al- 
together well in health, which no doubt was 
the cause. A new fairy burlesque spectacle 
was afterwards produced, under the title of 
“The Princess who was changed into a 
Deer.” This piece it appears has been 
played at Paris for a great number of nights, 
if so there must be some mistake either in 
the dialogue or in the manner of getting it 
up, for the piece is altogether unworthy of 
the talent introduced init, or the immense 
expense gone to in bringing it forward. 
The scenery, dresses, and every appointment, 
are costly in the extreme. Horncastle stru:- 
ted and fretted his hour upon the stage as 
the king of Belle Isle. Mr. Payne as his 
chamberlain, was continually troubled with 
a large blue-bottle fly tickling his nose. Mr. 








Harley was an esquire, and nothing to do 
but to receive £300 per year without rais- 
ing a single laugh for it. Mrs. W. West 
was the prince of Saffron Hill, but much 
better dressed than the inhabitants of 
that quarter. G. Wieland, a bit of a con- 
juror, was the only amusing individual in 





cheek and sorrowful glance, which silently 
told how much she expiated,the crime.—A 


the pect, Altogether it is an unsuccessful 
production. 
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PRINCESS'’S, 

There has been the “ Devil to Pay’ be- 
tween the manager of this and the manager 
of Drury Lane, concerning the original 
music of the ballet lately produced at the 
Acadamie Royale, with unqualified success, 
under the title of ‘* Le Diable a Quatre,” 
the French idiom of our own English piece 
of “The Devil to Pay; and which ballet 
has been produced upon the boards of the 
Princess’s in a style of excellence and com- 
pleteness that leaves nothing to be desired. 
Of the music, we can only say that it is 
pretty but commonplace, and hardly merit- 
ed the angry and cutting remarks made by 
either party as to its originality. The Prin- 
cess’s, at all events, has this advantage-- 
it has the start of its rival in the early pro- 
duction of the ballet: and, as in the late 
race between two rival couriers, one of whom 
brought intelligence from India two days 
earlier than the other; so in this case, the 
cream of the story will have been long en- 
joyed, whilst the repetition of it elsewhere 
will savour of the old proverb, “ Toujours 
perdrix.” All old play-goers must recol- 
lect, and those of our days must have heard 
of the wonderful sensation produced by 
Mrs. Jordan's performance of Nell, in the 
‘Devil to Pay.” No such actress, alas! 
now graces the stage. The French are ca- 
pital hands in making up a ballet; and this 
appears to us one of the most entertaining 
that has ever appeared. The scenes not 
only convey a fund of real humour, but 
also a good moral, and having to assist it 
the aid of fresh, sparkling, and beautifully- 
painted scenery, fanciful dresses, and ele- 
gant dancers, is it to be wondered at that 
the audiences should have testified their 
approbation of the fun and spirit of “ Le 
Diable a Quatre.” Mr. Maddox has spared 
no expense in rendering this performance 
popular. He has secured the talents of a 
clever and intelligent danseuse from Paris, 
Madlle. Milanie Duval, and a male dancer 
of quiet and unobtrusive manners. These, 
in addition to the well-known capabilities 
of Miss Bullin, Miss Marshall, Mr. Gil- 
bert, and Mr. Marshall, constitute the lead- 
ing dramatis persone. The first act opens 
with a landscape painted in Mr. Beverley’s 
very -best style. In the back-ground a lake 
is sparkling in the sun; a ruined castle 





rears its lofty towers from an island, and 
offers a bold contrast, by its grey and hoary 
walls, to the freshness and brilliancy of the 
sky. The fore-ground is full of admirable 
details, and the grouping of the peasantry 
is in perfect keeping with the joyous effect 
produced by the landscape. The basket- 
maker's cottage is on one side, the Count’s 
mansion on the other. ‘The basket-maker’s 
wife is a pattern for wives--a good, kind, 
benevolent, charitable dame, beloved by her 
husband, cherished by her neighbours. 
What a contrast to the boisterous, shrewish, 
termagant of a Countess, whose home is 
embittered by the crosses she imposes upon 
her loving spouse. A fete is given; the 
Countess loses her temper, breaks a fiddle 
over the head of a blind fiddler, who, like 
the famous Paganini, turns out to be a ma- 
gician, and presto—a change takes place, 
rivalling Mons. Philippe’s conjuring tricks, 
by which the Countess is suddenly trans- 
formed into the lowly cottager, deprived of 
her rank, but not her rancour, shorn of her 
dress, but obtaining a dressing, and finally 
tamed of her bad spirit in a most amusing 
scene, in which she is forced to dance an 
unwilling Polka a coup de baton. Yn the 
interim the terrified peasant finds herself 
attired in gold and silver tissues, mirrors 
reflect her figure in countless attitudes— 
lights dazzle her eyes—and she sighs and 
frets for her happy home, where content 
made the board plentiful, and where the 
hunble hearth was cheered by the presence 
of her husband, However, all’s well that 
ends well; and thus, after the Jesson comes 
the play, and all parties are made happy in 
the Count’s conservatory, where a grand 
mazourka of 60 terminates the- most perfect 
ballet we have yet seen, We must in jus- 
tice to all the performers say, that they sus- 
tained their parts a merveille ; and what is a 
most extraordinary fact, the figurantes for- 
got that it was the period about the 5th of 
November—they did not make Guys of 
themselves. 
SADLER’S WELLS, 

“Pizarro” and the ‘ Bridal” are the 
stock pieces at this theatre, and continue to 
draw good houses, both as regards numbers 
and respectability. It were idle nuw to en® 
quire into. the causcs of the continued popu 
larity of the former piece ; it is sufficient to 
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find that it is so, and we are content in this 
particular at least to take things as they are. 
Phelps throws a good deal of :0ugh energy 
and truth-feelings into the part of Rolla, 
which is perhaps as muchas it deserves. A 
more elaborated portraiture would be thrown 
away, G. Bennett looks sufficiently fero- 
cious in Pizarro, and is careful and pains 
taking. H. Marston’s Alonzo is gallant and 
tender enough for every thing which such a 
part requires, but his unfortunate voice 
tends in some degree to mar such well inten- 
tioned efforts. Mrs. Warner’s Elvira is like 
all she does, strongly marked by the finish 
of studious application upon a ground-work 
of genius and strong natural feeling. Miss 
Cooper is pleasing and graceful in the gen- 
tle Cora. The well-played farce of “My 
Neighbour’s Wife,” continuesits populari- 
ty. The “Winters Tale” is underlined in 
the bills as well as Home’s “Douglas.” The 
announcement of the former shows good 
taste, but to revive the almost forgotton 
common-place fustian of the latter, is beyond 
our philosophy to divine a motive for. 


STRAND. 


Monsteur Puitiere.—The Strand is oc- 
cupied by a magician, a mighty conjuror, a 
perfect wizard; nothing can approach him, 
nobody excel him; his activity is astonish- 
ing, his rapidity dazzling, and his urbanity 
and politeness worthy of admiration. His 
liberality, too, is astonishing—he has the 
power of manufacturing sweets by the hun- 
dred weight, lollipops and sugared almonds 
by the baskets full, and flags and union 
jacks enough to stocka whole navy. He 
creates fishes, ducks and geese—hens and 
chickens, pigeons and rabbits, to appear at 
his command. It is a good trait in his cha- 
racter that he deals not in animals of a wild 
and savage nature—for were he to produce 
lions, tigers, and elephants, we should not 
have for companions the fair and handsome 
damsels who go to taste the good things 
which the mighty conjuror brings forth from 
the depth of his magic lore. Take your 
keenest glasses, you sceptic, endeavour to 
discover a flaw, a failure, in any of Mons. 
Philippe’s dexterous movements; you will 
be as much puzzled as your neighbour, 
Go and be amused, and fill your pockets 
with sweetmeats for your children, Sitnot 





there, crunching and munching the sugared 
almonds that shoot out from the fairy con- 
fectioner’s shop, which discharges every 
species of bonbon so soon as a sweet-lipped 
lady has given the word of command. Cakes, 
too, are baked therein, made light by fairy 
hands. Then the flowers that are grown, 
blown, and gathered—enough to stock a well 
sized garden, In fact, such wonders, that 
we would advise Mons. Phillippe to try his 
art in stopping the railway panic, or multi- 
plying the stock of potatoes. That would 
be the best “fillip” of all. 
LYCEUM. 

“ Our New Governess,” an entertainment 
of much humour, continues to be repeated 
with success, “ Next Door’? we suppose 
will soon be withdrawn for some novelty, a 
thing rather too scarce at this theatre; we 
feel sure by this time every one must have 
had enough of “ Aladdin” and his Wonder- 
ful Lamp and the sooner the extinguisher 
jumps over him the better. Next week 
closes the summer season: if the summer 
lasted as long, the theatres would not have 
been so profitable. 

MEMORANDA. 
Sunpay, Nov. 9.—Twenty-fifth Sunday 


after Trinity. Lord Mayor’s Day. Prince 
of Wales born, 1841. 


Monpay, 10—Luther born, 1483. 
Tuespay, 11.—St. Martin, 
WepneEspay, 12—Leibnitz died, 1716. 


TuHurspay, 13—‘ Don Sebastian,” pro- 
duced 1843. 


Fripay, 14—Presburg taken, 1805. 
Saturpay, 15—Cowper born, 1731. 














Sarurpay, Nov. 8, 1840. 





Our Leader. 
MORE NOVELTIES. 

The new opera, so much and so leng talk- 
ed of in the musical circles, is at length an- 
nounced for production on Thursday next, 
but if we get it on that day we shall be sur- 
prised, for the manager invariably estimates 
the completion of preliminaries at too early 
a period. That it will be successful we can- 


not doubt, for.the powers..of Mr, Wallace 
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have so frequently reigned triumphant in 
those smaller compositions which have al- 
ready been before the public. Harry Phil- 
lips sustaining a principal character, after an 
absence of some years from the stage, and 
many months from the concert-room,creates 
an additional attraction, Should Allen 
support the leading tenor,another advantage 
will be gained, for we vow, if the opera is at 
all serious and contains many dramatic ef- 
fective situations, we could not trust Harri- 
son with the role. That Miss Rainforth 
will have the leading soprano is certain, 
and so in our next number, unless the 
manager procrastinates its appearance for a 
day or two, we hope to record the success 
of a native opera. 

Our fair readers will be rejoiced to hear of 
the “ Promenade Concerts” commencing in 
the ensuing week. Asa young lady of our 
acquaintance says, ‘ there are so many smart 
young fellows walking about, the music is 
so delicious, and Jullien is such a duck of a 
man’’ that we may safely predict crowds at 
the doors. What ismore—Kopenig will be 
there, and Richardson, and Bauman, and 
very probably for a night or two, Sivori. 

Mr. Richard Brinsley Knowles, if his ta- 
lent is as good as his name, will make a stir 
at the Haymarket with his new five act 
comedy. His father’s ‘Love Chace” is 
well-known to all playgoers: shonld he be as 
successful, what a mine of talent will be 
added to the British drama. 





ADDRESS 


Spoken by Mrs. R. Honner, on the Opening of 
the Royal City of London Theatre, Monday, 
Oct. 27, 1845. 


WRITTEN BY Mr. C. Z. BARNETT, 


Ladies and Gentlemen, I crave attention 

To some slight matters J’m desired to men- 
tion; 

As “’tis our opening day,” no—that’s not 
right, 

I should have said it is our opening night, 

The manager requests me just to state 

In briefest speceh,for where the will is great 

Few words are best—indeed in every sense 

Deeds always prove the truest eloquence. 

Again as manager one meets your view, 

Who e’er has been unto his duty true ; 

He’s got the City, friends, but that you knew, 

Then prithed tell me—do you think ’twill do? 











| They say ’twas in bad odour—folks will 


chatter: 
I hope he’s put a new face on the matter 
Both here and on the stage each alteration 
I trust will meet with all your approbation ; 
And tho’ to farther speak for him, I’m no- 
thing loath, 
Yet perhaps his acts may make you speak 
for both, 
Those who'd pass an hour from all care free, 
Will now find here “ the best of company.” 
We've got a Lion, ladies, do not fear him, 
Tho’ he’s not tame you yet may venture 
near him, 
Amongst our workmen we've a Forman 
clever, 
With fav’rites old, who'll fav’rites Young 
prove ever. 
And if to us the streams of favour flow, 
*Twere hard with Brooks and Pools not to 
o’erflow. 
And as elsewhere of war all prospect ceases, 
We here can promise you the best of Peaces. 
In every way we can to please each donor, 
To each and all I give the word of Honour, 
No more, except in words sincere and few, 
A heartfelt welcome, friends, we bid to you; 
And in his name, responsive to whose call 
You've hither throng’d, 1 give you welcome 
all; 
And as around such smiling looks I see, 
I think you're come to welcome him and me, 
Then let me thank you for this happy 
greeting, 
At this eventful, yet most joyous meeting ; 
Oh, be assured ’twill be our strong en- 
deavour, 
To gain, and to deserve, your favour ever. 
FOREIGN 
MUSICAL INTELLIGENCE, 

Beruin,—The new opera by Lachner, 
entitled “Catherine Convars,”’ has been 
well received here (owing principally to his 
reputation as aclever and popular compo- 
ser), but the music appears monotonous, 
and is not likely to have along run; it owes 
its temporary success to its scenery, cos~ 
tumes, and the ballet, 

The French Theatre here, under the ma- 
nagement of M. Saint Aubin, formerly of 
the Gymnase, opened for the season.on the 
8rd Oct., with the “Gracea Dieu!’ The 
company of new artistes are highly patron- 
ised. The King has commanded their pers 
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formances three times at the Palace at 
Potsdam, 

Liszt gave a concert at Stutgard on the 
10th instant. All the Court was present at 
it, and Liszt was enthusiastically received. 
He was afterwards introduced to the private 
apartments of the King; the celebrated 
pianist intends to pass a part of the winter 
at Paris, and part at Wiemar, and at Vienna. 

There has just been execut.din Paris a 
variety of beautiful scenery, which has been 
forwarded to Dresden, for the production of 
a new opera, which is to be immediately 
produced in this little city. It has for 
title “'Tannhaeuser,” and the music is by 
M. Robert Wagner, formerly pupil of Mey- 
erbeer, and first master of the chapel of the 
King of Saxony. 

The Russian composer, Glinka, is at the 
present time at Madrid, where he intends 
passing the winter for the purpose of study- 
ing the popular music of Spain. 

The Italian Opera at St. Petersburgh is 
likely to be a brilliant one this season ; they 
will open with ‘*Lucrezia Borgia” The 
company consists of Mesdames Viardot 
Garcia, Castellan, Vietti; Messrs. Salvi, 
Tamburini, and Rubini, the latter for a few 
performances. ‘They will subsequently play 
** Lucrezia, I Lombardi,’ by Verdi; ‘‘ La 
Eiglia del Reggemento,” by Donizetti ; and 
“La Vestale,” by Mercadante. 


Paris (from our Correspondent).--Our 
Italian Opera continues to be attended by 
crowded and brilliant audiences. Moriani 
has left for Madrid, where he is engaged to 
give thirty-five performances, which will 
occupy him till January, when this celebra- 
ted tenor will return to Paris, and is expect- 
ed to occupy the two months preceding the 
London season at our Italian Opera. Mr. 
Lumley has secuerd his services for Her 
Majesty’s Theatre, The tenor Malvezzi is 
expected here on Ist of December, and will 
make his debut between the 5th and 10th of 
that month. Amongst the forthcoming no- 
velties of the present season is to be Doni- 
zetti’s “ Gemma di Versy,” which has never 
been performed in France ; Verdi’s music 
of “ Ernani ” is also to be brought out un- 
der the title of “ I] Proscritto.” 


Some of our principal actors are still in 
the provinces; Raucourt, of the Porte 





Saint Martin, is performing at Bayonne; 
Hofiman, of the Varietes, at Lille ; Duprez, 
of the Opera, at Lyons; and Poultier at 
Nantes, 

Morelli, whose place at our Italian Opera 
has been re-filled by Tagliafico, has just 
been engaged to sing his principal parts at 
Genoa and Turin. 

David,formerly of the Comedie Frangaise, 
has just left with a company of artistes tor 
Holland, where he purposes playing ‘* Lu- 
crece,”’ “ Vriginte,” and other chef d’ euvres 
of our classic theatre. 

A new ballet, of which the subject is 
Spanish, has just been brought out at Am- 
sterdam. The choregraph, M. Theleure and 
his two daughters, Mdiles. Caroline and 
Estelle Theleur, from their excellent danc- 
ing, bave caused it to be highly successful, 

Mapame Guy StTeprnan.—This_ well- 
known and popular danseuse is attracting 
crowded audiences tothe theatre Del Creo, 
at Madrid. ‘The week before last, she was 
very near falling a victim to a serious acci- 
dent, from her dress catching fire. 


THEATRICALS IN THE UNiTED STaTEs.— 
The prosperity of all the theatres in this 
city, and the principal theatres throughout 
the country, continues to increase, and 
astonish everybody. Five theatres are now 
in successful operation in New York, besides 
numerous other places of amusement, the 
Park, the Bowery, Niblo’s, Chatham, 
Olympic, Castle Garden, Palmo’s Opera 
House, andthe Tabernacle. At all these 
establishments, according to accurate data, 
the sum of 18,500 dollars is taken every 
week! The chief cause of this remarkable 
revival in theatricals is the general prospe- 
rity of the country. The Keans are now 
fulfilling a second engagement at the Park, 
with a degree of brilliancy and success never 
surpassed in the annals of theatricals in this 
country. Miss Delcy has also began a bril- 
liant career. Her debut here was perfectly 
successfnl, She is now at Philadelphia, 
where she was received with great enthusi- 
asm. Templeton commences this evening 
his entertainments, De Meyerhas arrived, 
and will have great success. Altogether, it 
can safely be said that America is now the 
great harvest field of dramatic and musical 
talent. 
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CHURCH-YARDS, 
(Concluded from our last) 

On the same stone I read, “ Augustus, 
aged eleven months ;” the brother following 
the sister ; perhaps, once, a robust healthy 
child—the father’s hope—whose eye kindled 
as he bethought of the future, with such a 
prop to stay his declining years, Presump- 
tuous man, knew he not, that tne fairest 
day is oft the herald of a storm. The sum- 
mer was its full—the sun shone forth—the 
flowers raised their beauteous heads—the 
birds warbled, and all rejoiced but the 
father, for his child had gone to that 

“* Abode, wherein appear enshrined 
Hopes of immortality.” 
And he bowed his head, and bent his knee, 
with a sorrowing heart, to that One, who 
had thus taught him “ not to set his heart 
upon the things of earth.” 

Further on, I read “Ann K—e, aged 
eighteen ;” perchance one of those beauti- 
ful beings who seem to realise the thought 
which poetry creates: so beautiful as to be 
the admiration of all; one whose glance 
had made many captives; whose hand had 
often been solicited, till one more favored 
than the rest became the elected of her 
heart. A short time prior to the wedding- 
day, the glistening eye, the hectic flush, and 
full vermillioned lips, told fearfully of a 
disease “ whose end is death.” Month after 
month she lingered, and the nearer she trod 
to her grave the more beautiful she became ; 
laid on her couch, his eye watched the fad- 
ing flower; other friends, father and sister 
were there too, but none watched like him ; 
his eye seemed to pour forth the adoration 


of an entire life in the fleeting moments of 


her dying hour; and as her spirit almost 
imperceptibly winged away, ke loved and 
clung to her with an intensity of feeling 
bordering upon maduess. It was her last 
night—darkness had gone, the sun’s first 
ray burst through the curtained window, 
and fell upon her lips--they moved, the 
watcher stooped to kiss them—se gave a 
shriek and fell beside her—heaven had 
called his own back. 

Thoughtfully, I turned away; the rain 
began to fall, and as I hurried home, I 
thought the tenants of that church-yard 
“ Cannot feel the gale—they cannot hear 

its tone— 




















ve 


Sleeping in dust, and nothingness, so si- 
lently and lone ; 

And storms for countless years their dreary 
homes may shake, 

But those unheeded ones shall tempest ne- 
ver wake. 

Sing on, wild dreary winds! bring with ye 
visions dread ! 

Flow on, flowon, warm tears, rend bosom 
with thy pain, 

Yet mark—time shall be, when the dead 
will live again.” 





CHIT-CHAT. 

An amateur performance took place at 
Miss Kelly’s Theatre last week. ‘* Don 
Cwsar de Bazan,” and ‘* Othello Travestie ”’ 
were the pieces selected; and, with some 
few exceptions, all the characters were most 
ably sustained. We regret want of space 
prevents our entering fully into each indi- 
vidual performance ; but in justice to the 
gentlemen who enacted Don Cesar, Othello, 
and Lago, we feel bound to say their efforts 
were most successful, and appeared to give 
unqualified satisfaction to their numerous 
auditors, all of whom appeared much de- 
lighted with the evening’s entertainment. 

Mr. Ransrosp has given his entertain- 
ments, “‘ The Gipsies’”’ and “The Wander- 
ing Tribe,” with great success at Leaming- 
ton, Banbury, Sudbury, and several other 
places in the provinces. 

Another amateur performance is talked 
of to take place on the 15th, by the same 
literary gentlemen who performed before 
with so much delight to their friends, His 
Royal Highness Prince Albert will honour 
it with his presence. The *‘ company ” in 
the former instance included the names of 
Charles Dickens, Douglas Jerrold, John 
Foster, Mark Lemon, Dudley Costello, 
Leech, Frank Stone, and others of kindred 
repute; and we presume there will be no 
alterations in the arrangements when the 
ghost of * rare Ben”? summons them toge- 
ther again. 

Deatu oF MApAME Rosstn1.— We an- 
nounced in this journal, a fortnight ago, the 
dangerous illness of this amiable lady, the 
wife of that great musical genius, Rossini, 
It is now our painful duty to announce her 
death, which sad event, we learn by a letter 
from Bologna, took place on the 7th instant 
in that city. 

Jenny Linp is endeavouring to learn the 
English language, with a view of perform- 
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ing in Benedict's grand opera, but she can- 
not conquer it at all. She intends, we hear, 
to pay London a visit, next summer, and 
perhaps to sing at the Ancient and Philhar- 
monic Concerts. 

Vincent Wattace’s Opera (which is 
in active rehearsal) will be brought out the 
week after next, at Drury-lane Theatre ; 
everybody speaks highly of the music, and 
what everybody says must be correct. The 
leaves of the “ Fairy Oak” are falling fast. 





OUR RAILWAY MARKET. 

Daury Lane.—Ballet of the ‘ Marble 
Maiden,” 8 premium. ‘* Fairy Oak,” 50 
discount. ‘ Bohemian Girl,’’ which had 
risen once to an extraordinary premium, 
has, in consequence of rival lines, “ The 
Daughter of St. Mark,” and “ The En- 
chantress,” fallen considerably below par. 
“ Enchantress,” par to 1 premium. 

Haymarket,—“ Lady of Lyons,” 10 pre- 
mium. The allotment of a New Comedy 
is being given out—the principal Direc- 
tors are Messrs. Farren, Buckstone, Hud- 
son, H. Holl, &c. Secretary, B. Webster. 

Apve.rui.—* Green Bushes,” 100 premium. 
“ Seeing Wright,” 100 premium. ‘* Tam- 
ing a Tartar,” 100 premium. No shares 
to be had for love or money; everything 
rising. 

Lyceum--The Keeleys always ata premium. 
This line is about to close for a short time 
to improve their road of way, and to take 
in—not the public—but a fresh supply of 
coals. Tenders of coals--not colds—to 
be supplied for the winter season. 

Princess’s.— Macready at a wonderful pre- 
mium. Extraordinary application for 
shares. The only panic known is that no 
seats can be proqured after the bell has 
rung 7. Accidents occur on the line for 
want of room. “ Ballet,” wonderful quick 
sale of shares. Ladies legs considerably 
above par. Miss Ballin’s ankles at a pre- 
mium—2 to 3. 

O.ymric.—The new director issues scrip, 
and things look up. The panic has affect- 
ed the stage. The Lady’s, husband and 
wife,have been called in to act—as stokers. 











Miss Kate Howard at a premium! Is 
it so? 

Sapvter’s Wetts.—Shakspeare, 10 to 15 
premium. “ Pizarro,” a good spec, 3 to 
4premium. After-pieces flat—to a dis- 
count. 





THINGS THAT ARE NOT TRUE. 

It is not true that Mr. Stock Jobber is 
notoriously known as a most adroit swindler 
—but it is true that he is one of the direc- 
tors of very many Railway Provisional 
Committees. 

It is not true that Mr. Walker Tattat is 
about to become the editor of the Morning 
Post—but it is true that he is one of the nu- 
merous fraternity of penny Postmen. 

It is not true that Mr, Simpkisson Simper 
has reason to boast of the peculiar atten- 
tion shown to him by a certain young lady— 
but it is true that the only striking proof of 
attachment he has received has been a box 
on the ear. 

It is not true that Queen Victoria is in 
the habit of lunching at the public house— 
but it is true that she took the other day a 
cold collation at Lincoln’s Inn, 

It is not true that Mr.Jones Jinkins is one 
of the learned members of the City Corpora- 
tion—but it is true that he is very partial to 
that malt liquor bearing the name of London 
Stout. 

It is not true that Mr. Spiteful Restless 
has resigned his station as chairman to the 
Anti-Cruelty-to-Animals Society —but it is 
true that he kicks the cat to a frightful 
extent. 





To Correspondents. 

AN oLp SusBscRIBER.—Cumberland’s Edi- 
tion of Plays are considered very correct, 
and in use at all the country theatres. 
“‘ Werner,” is published, we believe, by 
Harris, Bow-street, and Barthe, Cathe- 
rine-street. 

T. T.---We have given our opinion at great 
length in No, 288 of the Journal. 





Dramatic and Musical Works for review, and 
communications of every kind, for the Editor, 
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